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WHO'S AFRAID? 
NOT I! 


Bill had some real news one Sun- 
day morning. “Fellows,” he said to Jake 
and Wes, “you'll never guess what I saw 
yesterday. You’d have been frightened 
stiff.” 

“Who'd have been afraid?” sneered Jake. 
“Not I! What did you see?” 

“I was up in the hills with my aunt, 
studying the Sabbath school lesson. We 
looked down and saw a real mountain 
lion.” 

“A mountain lion,” sniffed Jake. “That's 
nothing.” 

“Didn’t say it was, did I?” said Bill. 
“You want to see it, too?” 

“Sure,” said Jake. “Let’s go.” 

Wes hesitated. “Is it safe?” he asked. 

“Sure,” said Bill. “You aren’t afraid, 
are you?” 


The boys ran for their lives down the hill. 
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Reluctantly Wes agreed to go. The boys 
got permission—and lunches—from Bill’s 
mother, and started up the hill. Chuck, 
Wes’s dog, went with them. 

All the way, Jake and Bill discussed 
what they would do to the lion. 

“Tl give him a sandwich,” said Jake. 

“T’ll stroke his ears,” said Bill. 

Near the top they sat down to eat. Chuck 
ran everywhere. 

“I'd never be afraid of a little old 
mountain lion,’ Jake boasted again. 

At that very moment, the underbrus 
rustled twenty yards away. A furry fac 
peeked out from among the leaves. 

“Eee yowie!” screamed Jake. “The 
mountain lion! Let’s go!” Throwing away 
his lunch, he jumped to his feet and began 
racing madly down the hill. 

Bill was right behind him. “Faster,” 
he panted. “Faster. Mountain lions—some- 
times—kill people.” 

On they charged, slipping and sliding 
at the corners, bumping into trees, falling 
often. Their knees were bruised, their 
shins were sore, but what did it matter? 
Their lives were at stake. Nor did they 
stop till they crossed a stream at the bottom 
and fell exhausted by a tree. 

It was two minutes before Wes arrived. 

“Where’ve you been?” Jake asked him. 

“Well, I shouted to you fellows to come 
back,” said Wes, “but you were screaming 
so loud, you couldn’t hear. Then I tried 
to catch up with you, but you were run- 
ning too fast. That animal—I watched 
Chuck chase it away. It was a rabbit!” 

Jake and Bill were quiet a long while. 
Then Bill began to chuckle. “Oh, ha, ha,” 
he said. “I hope Joyce never hears of this.” 

“Why not?” asked Jake. 

“She’s my sister, and if she finds out, 
she may tell the editor of JUNIOR GUIDE, 
and he’ll probably write it up to show 
how silly it is to boast. How funny!” And 
he laughed so hard, the others couldn’t 
help but laugh with him. 

And, oh, yes, Bill guessed right abou 
his sister. That’s exactly what she did! 


Your friend, 


amen. Wanirell 








“In case of shooting, lie flat on the 


floor,” said the sign in the train. 





When the Bandits Didn't Fire 


SHOULDN'T have believed what the 

ticket agent said. 

He said, “It is not dangerous at all to 
ride the trains north. We are having no 
trouble with bandits, and trains are running 
regularly.” 

That’s what I wanted him to say, and I 
tried to believe it. For Mother and Kathy 
(she’s thirteen) and I wanted to go for a 


By FORDYCE W. DETAMORE 


vacation up in the mountains of Malaya 
north of Singapore. 

A week later we were on our way, pul- 
ling out of the railroad station of Singapore 
at 8:30 A.M. We sped down the tracks 
and an hour later were leaving Johore. 
After that the track entered the jungle. 

And the newspapers every day were 

To page 19 


All the way, soldiers stood guard at the doors of the train. At any moment bandits might attack. 
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It Helped to Whistle 


By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


ERRY wanted a harmonica. 

Once cousin Julie had let him play her 
harmonica, just for a few minutes. In that 
little time he had played “America” and 
“Home on the Range” without any prac- 
tice or lessons. 

He didn’t know how he had done it. 
Julie had to take lessons to learn to play. 
Aunt Helen said he played by ear, but she 
said it wasn’t a good idea for anyone else 
to play Julie’s harmonica. She said some- 
thing about germs and told Julie to put the 
harmonica away. It still made Terry tingle 
all over just to remember the sweet music 
he had made. 

“I know I can play any tune I can whistle 
or sing,” he told his mother. “Please, get me 
a harmonica right away. I want one just 
like Julie’s.” 

“We'll see what your father says,” Mother 
told him. His father said he must wait un- 
til his next birthday. That meant waiting 
two months. Terry thought the time would 
never pass. But one month did eventually 
drag away. And then one day, while Terry 
was dreaming of harmonicas, his father 
started talking to him about potatoes. Of 
all the unromantic things! 

“It’s just a few days now until spring, 
son,” his father said. “That means it’s time 
to plant potatoes, and I need a good helper 
like you.” 

All at once Terry felt tired and sleepy. 
“Please,” he said, “don’t make me plant 
potatoes. I don’t like to. It makes my back 
hurt, bending so much.” 

“You like to eat potatoes, don’t you?” 


“Sure, I do, but 

“Well, just suppose from now on you sit 
and watch while the rest of us eat those 
fluffy, white, mashed potatoes, or those 
hot buttery baked potatoes Mother cooks so 
well.” 

Terry saw a twinkle in his father’s eyes. 
He laughed and jumped up. “OK.,” he 
said, “I'll plant.” 

When they reached the garden, Terry saw 
that the ground was all plowed and ready. 
Father pointed to two large buckets of cut 
potatoes waiting to be dropped into the 
long furrows. 

“Must I plant two buckets of potatoes?” 
Terry groaned. 

“Why not? As you plant just think of all 
the different ways Mother will fix those po- 
tatoes for you to eat next winter.” With 
that Father left him and went to planting 
a few rows farther away. 

Terry set to work. As he dropped the 
pieces into the furrows he would say, 
“Mashed potatoes, creamed potatoes, scal- 
loped potatoes, baked potatoes, boiled po- 
tatoes, fried potatoes.” He couldn't think of 
any more ways to fix them so he would 
start all over again. He soon tired of it. He 
wished his father would never make an- 
other garden. Why couldn’t they buy their 
potatoes at the store anyway? Other people 
did. 

Just then he heard his two friends, Ra 
and Jim, calling. They were coming toward 
the garden with fishing poles over their 
shoulders. 

“Hi, Terry,” Ray called. “It’s a swell day 
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for fishing. Come with us. You look as 
though you would enjoy a little fun.” 

Terry looked longingly at the boys and 
then at his father’s back bent above his 
work. “I can’t go. I have to plant spuds to- 
day.” 

“Your bucket’s nearly empty,” Jim said. 
“We'll wait till you finish.” 

“There’s another bucket.” Terry pointed 
to the far end of the furrow. 

Jim whistled. “I hope my dad never 
starts planting a garden. Well, we might as 
well go without you. See you later.” And 
the two boys strode away. 

Terry looked again toward his father. He 
was still bending over his work. Terry knew 
he was pretending he had not known the 
boys were there. As he began again drop- 
ping potatoes into the ground he felt that 
nothing was fair. He couldn't go fishing 
and he couldn't have a harmonica for an- 
other month. “I’m never going to eat any 
more potatoes, no matter how good they 
look,” he grumbled. 

He was half done now, for his bucket 
was empty. As he began working on the 
second bucket he realized he was also half 


through waiting for his harmonica. He won- 
dered just how many tunes he could play on 
it. He had played only two on Julie's. He 
began to whistle the tunes he knew and to 
count them. He was surprised how many 
there were. He began dropping potatoes 
into the furrows to the rhythm of the tunes 
he whistled. It made time go faster. Before 
he knew it he had almost reached the 
bottom of the second bucket. 

As he reached his hand into the bucket 
for some of the few remaining potatoes his 
fingers touched something hard. He brushed 
the potatoes aside and saw a red box. In 
wonder he picked it up. It was long and 
heavy. With a happy shout he opened it. 
There, all shiny and new, was the very 
kind of harmonica he wanted 

Father was looking at him with a big 
grin on his face. “Well, son,” he smiled, 
“suppose you play a tune for me.” 

Terry put the harmonica to his lips. He 
ran up and down the scale, then, right 
there, in the middle of the potato patch he 
sat down and played, “Home on the Range.” 
It sounded so beautiful it made him tingle 
all over, right to the ends of his toes. 


“Come fishing, Terry,” the boys said, but Terry had more potatoes to plant. 
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CHAPTER 5: FOUND AT LAST 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Marian was only twelve when she was asked to teach 
the youth class at Sunday school. She accepted, but was 
greatly distressed by the fact that she had never given 
her heart to the Lord. She would like to have done so, 
but she could not find Christ. After she had been 
teaching several months, the teacher of the adult class 
= her a copy of the first lesson of the Voice of 

rophecy Bible Correspondence Course. And several 
months after that, Marian enrolled. The lessons proved 
to be a great mg | to her in her teaching. Two years 
passed, and one Sunday morning Marian calmly told 
her students that the true Sabbath is Saturday. It 
caused quite a stir! She was immediately told to sto) 
teaching. She quit church too, and spent Sabbat 
mornings worshiping in her bedroom. But still she 
had not found Christ. 


ee Bible correspondence lessons were 
still coming and Marian was much dis- 
turbed in her heart. “If I just had Preacher 
Bob to talk with,” she would often say, 
“I'd give my heart to Jesus right now.” 

However, she sometimes wondered if 
even he would accept what she had learned 
about the Sabbath. He might want to talk 
her out of it as the other church members 
did. 

She was too proud to talk to anyone else 
about her heart hunger, for she knew that 
anyone in the church would only tell her 
that if she would give up her notions re- 
garding the Sabbath, and come and join 
the church, as several of her young friends 
did, she would be all right. 

“But they do not know that they need to 
give their hearts to the Lord when they be- 
come church members. I would be no bet- 
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ter off and would have to compromise what 
I believe,” she reasoned. Marian was quite 
tall by now, and had just graduated from 
high school. 

In the correspondence lessons were sev- 
eral heart questions such as, “Have you 
taken Jesus as your Saviour?” Marian hes- 
itated to answer them. It wasn’t that she 
wanted to hold on to any worldly amuse- 
ments. And her mother was cooperating by 
preparing foods that contained no pork, 
spices, or the like. It was skepticism that 
was keeping her from yielding. She feared 
that all churches were just after a person's 
money. This new church would be no ex- 
ception, she was sure. 

“There must be a catch somewhere. 
Surely they wouldn't offer a free course for 
nothing. They must make you pay a lot if 
you become a member.” Marian had never 
known any Adventists, so this was just her 
own idea. 

“Why don’t you go on back to church 
with the other girls?” her mother asked he 
some long time after Marian had given up 
the class and stopped attending church. 
“You can’t have church very well by your- 
self here.” 

Marian agreed it was lonely. “But, 
Mother, I can’t go back where the whole 
truth is not taught,” she said with convic- 
tion. 
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“You're a strange girl.” Her mother shook 
her head as she went on dusting, and Mar- 
ian climbed the stairs to her room. It had 
become her little chapel on Sabbaths. She 
would read her Bible and study the lessons 
from the correspondence course, and pray 
to the Lord for strength. And she would 
ask God not to let the Spirit cease from 
His wooing. 

In her first job after leaving high school, 
she was allowed Sabbaths off. In his small 
office the manager was kind when he in- 
terviewed Marian for the job. “I’d-I’d like 
to have Saturdays off, please,” she said. “I-I 
worship that day.” 

“You what? Worship?” He was taken 
aback. 

“Yes,” Marian said quietly. 

“Well, I think it could be arranged if 
you make up the time, for we work only 
mornings on Saturdays.” 

The boss came to her one day. “Marian, 
your work has been exceptionally good. 
But I fear we will have to lay you off as we 
are not getting sufficient business these 
days. I’m sorry.” 

So Marian had to look for other work. 
There were not many jobs in that small 
town. She looked everywhere, but there 
was nothing but clerking, so it was Satur- 
day work or none. She took it against her 





convictions, praying each 
week for forgiveness. 

The Voice of Prophecy 
told her the address of the 
closest Adventist church. 
Marian hoped someday to be 
able to attend it. For two years she carried 
the address in a little notebook, often taking 
it out and looking wistfully at it. If only she 
could attend! 

Dreams of Christ’s soon return haunted 
her sleep because she knew she was not 
ready. Often in front of her window, where 
she prayed, she cried, “Oh, Lord, let the 
Holy Spirit stay with me to woo me until 
I can follow all the way. I do want to be- 
come a Christian. Show me how.” 

It was a happy day when her parents said 
she might go to the large city. There she 
secretly hoped to be able to attend church. 

The little room Marian found in the large 
city was not far from the bus line. Marian 
dressed early that first September Sabbath. 
With high anticipation she boarded the 
bus. She showed the precious address to the 
bus driver and asked how to get there. 

“Going to work?” he asked. 

“No, to church,” she smiled, and she knew 
it puzzled him. 

“Oh, yes, that’s right. There is a church 
there and it’s not a bit hard to find. You 





Eagerly Marian boarded the bus and showed the driver the address of the church. This was 


her first chance to attend an Adventist meeting, and she could hardly wait to get there. 


can't miss it. Get a transfer in town and 
take the bus going that way. It’s a neat 
little frame church. Painted white. Yes, 
I've been past it many times. Right on the 
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ANGEL’S WINGS 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


When Mother tucks me in at night 

And kisses me and clicks the light, 

I lie in darkness velvet deep 

To think awhile before | sleep. 

And in the darkness all around 

| hear a friendly, rustling sound 

Like angel's wings, which guard from fear, 
And let me know that God is near. 

It's then in happiness complete 

I close my eyes to sleep that's sweet. 


————eEEeEeee 


corner. Seems to have a good group of cars 
out front. You can’t miss it.” 

“Thank you,” Marian smiled as she sat 
down behind the friendly driver. She knew 
she would like this town. 

“There’s your bus right over there.” The 
driver pointed at an approaching bus. “Get 
right off and hurry and catch it.” 

Marian’s heart leaped as she ran for the 
other bus. Now she was really on her way! 

Several families were entering the church 
as she alighted from the bus. A surge of 
emotion ran through her and tears came to 
her eyes. “At last!” She felt like hugging 
the sweet-faced elderly lady who warmly 
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welcomed her inside. She looked so much 
like Mrs. Perkins. 

Marian followed her to a seat and her 
soul was happy. “This is it, this is it!” it 
seemed to say. The: sermon brought peace 
to her heart. “Yes, Lord, I will follow Thee,” 
she vowed. “O Lord, why did I wait so 
long!” 

Joyfully she left the church and spent 
the day walking in the park. It might have 
been a lonely day, but with her new Friend 
and Companion she had all the company 
she wanted. It seemed the clouds faded 
away and new joy and love for everyone 
came in. O that she could tell everyone she 
saw about her new happiness! She deter- 
mined to do just that to all who would 
respond. 

Next Sabbath found her again at Sab- 
bath school and church. The folks were glad 
she had returned, and smiled and shook her 
hand. The minister was standing at the en- 
trance, and she determined to speak to him 
about baptism. 

“Why, yes, I'll be most happy to come 
and talk to you. Could my wife and I call 
on you tomorrow afternoon?” he said. 

And so it was that Marian and the min- 
ister made plans for her baptism. 

“And have you got a job?” his wife 
asked. 

Marian beamed. “Yes. I had to try at 
more than forty places. But at last I found 
a job with Sabbaths off.” 

The pastor spoke kindly. “The Lord al- 
ways makes a way when we have been 
tested and tried. He will never let you 
down.” 

The minister asked her about all the 
doctrines of the church and found she was 
well versed and had an accepting heart. 
She told him the whole story of the Voice 
of Prophecy lessons. 

“The Lord is calling many honest hearts 
in these last days,” he commented seriously. 

“I mean to try to win my parents and 
friends,” Marian said. 

“I’m sure you do,” the wife agreed. 


It was a crisp October day when Marian 


was baptized. Jesus seemed very real to 
her as she stepped out of the watery grave, 
knowing that her sins were buried and she 
was rising in the fulness of life in Christ. 
Her heart nearly burst for joy as the con- 

gregation sang. 
The Lord had more testing for Marian. 
To page 21 




















By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


THE FOUR-EYED BEETLE 


| ion whirligig beetle has four eyes. Two 
are on top of its head and two are be- 
hind its mouth. 

This arrangement makes it possible for 
Whirligig to see up into the air above the 
water—Whirligig is a water beetle—and 
also to see down into the water below. 

The top pair of eyes are used mostly to 
warn Whirligig that an enemy is coming. 
The bottom pair of eyes are used mainly 
for hunting. Whirligig likes to eat other 
insects and their babies. 

Unfortunately, crayfish like to eat Whirl- 
igig, so it uses the bottom eyes to keep a 
sharp lookout for enemies, too. 

Whirligig acts fast when those double 
eyes see anything. It turns nose down in 
a long zigzag dive the instant danger 
threatens. 

As the beetle dives, bubbles of air are 
trapped under the edges of its wing covers. 


Whirligig looking in two directions at the same time. 
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These bubbles provide oxygen for Whirligig 
to breathe while it is under water. Thus it 
carries its own oxygen tanks. 

If a fish grabs Whirligig, ic lets go in a 
hurry, for the beetle immediately gives off 
an ill-smelling fluid that tastes awful to 
the fish, so that it spits the beetle out with- 
out delay. To some people the fluid smells 
like apples, hence Whirligig is sometimes 
called “apple-bug.” 

Most of Whirligig’s time is spent on the 
surface of ponds and slow-moving streams. 
Large numbers can occasionally be seen con- 
gregated together. However, the beetle is 
a good flier and often flies around filling- 
station or store-front lights on warm nights. 

Whirligig’s wife uses her lower bifocals 
as she cruises around for some time trying 
to find a suitable place to lay eggs. When 
she finds an underwater plant that she likes, 
she lays a number of oval eggs end to end 
along a leaf. 

The eggs soon hatch into babies that have 
so many legs they look like tiny centipedes. 
After some months, each baby spins a gray- 
ish cocoon, pointed at both ends. In a 
short while the adult bifocal beetles burst 
out of the cocoons ready to face the prob- 
lems of their watery life. 

These insects make interesting noises by 
rubbing the tail-tips of their bodies against 
their wing covers. The name “whirligig” 
comes from the way the insects appear to 
swing and swirl around on the water's sur- 
face, like a skater on ice. 

The all-seeing God has endowed this in- 
sect with a special kind of vision for its 
kind of life. God has also given us a special 
kind of vision we call insight, to help us 
tell right from wrong. 
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He Won His Battles With Song 


By J. L. FRANKLIN 


[7 WAS midnight when the fire was dis- 
covered. Enemies of the family had set 
fire to the straw in the thatched roof, and now 
the whole house was in flames. 

Father leaped from his bed and began 
gathering the children and rushing them out- 
side. 

Mother was sick. Her only way out was 
blocked by flames. Twice she tried to break 
through, only to be turned back by the heat. 
With a prayer on her lips, she tried again and 
escaped safely. 

But were all the children out? There were 
eight to be accounted for. Ah, the nurse was 
coming now with baby Charles, only eighteen 
months old. Father counted them on the 
front lawn. One, two, three, four, five, six, 
seven 

What? One was missing. John! “John, 
where are you? John!” Everyone was calling 
for him. 

“There he is,” shouted one of the neigh- 
bors. “He’s up there, in the window.” 

All turned to see. Six-year-old John was 
standing at an upstairs window, calling pite- 
ously for help. 

Father rushed in and tried to climb the 
stairs, but that was impossible. Then a man 
in the crowd ran over to the wall beneath 
the window. “Stand on my shoulders,” he 
said to another man. The man jumped on, 
only to fall off. He tried again, and stayed 
on. Then he reached up as high as he could, 
caught hold of John, and brought him to 
safety. 

Father hugged the little boy in his arms 
and murmured, “I have all my children. Let 
the house go. I’m rich enough.” 

John never forgot that night. As he and 
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Charles grew up they decided that, since 
God had saved their lives from the fire, they 
would always live and work for Him. 

Their father was a preacher, Samuel Wes- 
ley, pastor of the church at Epworth, Eng- 
land. Their mother’s name was Susanna. 
What a mother she was. 

Hardly any of the poor people’s children 
went to school in those days. But Susanna 
Wesley had no intention of letting her chil- 
dren grow up ignorant. 

Charles soon found that it was expected 
of every member of the family that on the 
day they had their fifth birthday, they had 
to learn the alphabet, both small and large 
letters, in one day. 

Mother taught them several hours every 
day in the family schoolroom. Then each 
evening she took one of the children aside 
for a heart-to-heart talk. Each child had his 
own night of the week with Mother, except 
that on Sunday night two were taken together 
so all could have a turn. 

Charles was never allowed to cry noisily. 
If necessary, Mother would permit soft cry- 
ing, but there had to be a good reason. 
Charles was never allowed to eat between 
meals, and always had to address his brother 
and sisters as Brother John or Sister Mary. 
As soon as he could speak he learned the 
Lord’s Prayer, so he could repeat it at family 
worship every morning and evening. 

There was a lot of fun in their home. For 
instance, there were the antics of the family 
ghost, “Old Jeffrey.” He made the strangest 
noises in the attic when the boys were in bed. 
And every so often the boys would see doors 
opening mysteriously and closing again with- 
out cause. Some have strongly suspected that 














the ghost was no more of a shadow than 
were their fun-loving sisters; and that it 
wasn't altogether coincidence that many of 
the ghostly noises sounded like kitchen uten- 
sils banging around. 

Charles was small for his age, but at the 
age of eight he was sent to a boarding school 
where his big brother Samuel was a teacher. 
He would like to have gone home between 
terms, but there was no money for that. 

All the boys had to wash in the cold cor- 
ridors, then attend worship where the leader 

Iked Latin. Then they studied Latin— 

1 before breakfast. They had to go to bed 
every night at eight o'clock, and get up in 
the morning at 5:15. 

Charles did well, and at nineteen went to 
Christ Church in Oxford. 

Then someone told Charles that a rich 
woman had died and had left all her money 
to him. What an offer! But Charles refused 
it. “The woman should have left 
the money to her own family,” he 
said, and he wouldn’t take a penny! 

Another temptation came. A rich 
relative in Ireland told Charles that 
if he would go and live with him, he 
would give him everything he 
wanted. He could live in luxury 
and ease the rest of his life. 

Charles refused to go. “It might 
make me frivolous,” he said. 

There was a bully at the school 
who was always picking on the 
younger boys and making life mis- 
erable for them. 

Charles watched from day to day, 
and his righteous soul was vexed. 
Finally he saw the bully pick on a 
delicate Scotch lad named Murray. 
This was too much. Charles chal- 
lenged the bully to a fight. 

That coward couldn’t very well 
get out of it, and the battle was on. 
When it was over, the bully was 
beaten. 

That was only one of the bullies 
Charles fought. He spent his whole 

e fighting the biggest bully of all, 

tan. And he surely gave the devil 
something to think about! 

All through his college days, 
Charles would invite friends to meet 


While his brother John was preaching to 
ten or twenty thousand people at a time, 
Charles would be busy writing new hymns. 


with him and John to study the Bible to- 
gether. They would visit the prisons and 
try to encourage the prisoners. Often they 
called at the homes of the poor. And they 
lived a very strict life, so that the other boys 
at the college teased them. They said their 
group was the “Holy Club.” And then they 
coined another word. They began calling 
them Methodists. Charles and John disliked 
the name, but they went on studying the 
Bible and visiting the prisons anyway. 
Though Charles was doing all these good 
things, his health was very poor and he felt 
he was a long way from God. He prayed 
much about it and studied his Bible even 
more, but it seemed to do no good. He knew 
he wasn’t converted. Then, on May 21, 1738, 
he was lying alone in a room in a lodging 
house in London. 
As he was dozing he heard a voice say, 
To page 17 








































What changed Rufus was 


\ san students were lining up on the play- 
ground. In a moment Flag and Bob, the 
two baseball captains, would be choosing 
their teams. 

“All right, begin now,” the teacher said. 

Bob called one boy, Flag called another; 
they kept on until there was only one boy 
left—Rufus. 

And it was Flag’s turn. “O.K., Rufus,” 
Flag said reluctantly, “you’re on my side.” 
Flag scowled. He didn’t like to be stuck 
with Rufus. No one did. It wasn’t that he 
couldn’t play; he could play very well. But 
he was always getting angry and wasting a 
lot of time arguing. 

Bob grinned at Flag. “You got stuck with 
Ruf this time!” he laughed. 

Flag frowned. “Don’t be so cheerful,” he 
answered. “I’ve got a little plan that may 
teach Ruf some sportsmanship.” 

Bob laughed. “You think you can teach 
Ruf sportsmanship? What a joke. He'll never 
learn that!” 

Flag stared at Bob. “Well, since I have to 
have him on my side, I’m going to try.” 

Bob grinned. “You're crazy if you think 
you can change Ruf. You really are!” 

But Flag knew he was going to have to do 
something fast. There was going to be a 
big game in a couple of weeks. The two 
teams would play against each other. The 
winner would be treated to a trip to a park 
by the losing team. It was going to be a 
lot of fun. 

And everything was going great, until 
Flag got stuck with Rufus. He wouldn’t let 
his team down. Yet if Ruf spoiled this the 
way he usually did, the game would be lost. 

And if Flag’s little idea didn’t work, he 
knew his own reputation would be ruined. 
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‘you?” Bob asked. 


They played that afternoon. As usual, 
when it came time for Rufus to be up, things 
went wrong. Rufus complained about the 
pitcher, then he complained about the bat 
and when he struck, and missed, he com- 
plained about the pitching. 

“Now look here, Ruf, cut it out!” the 
boys shouted. “We're sick and tired of 
your complaining all the 
time!” 

Then Flag walked to- 
ward Rufus. He started 
to say something, but 
suddenly stopped himself, 
turned aside, and said no 
more. 

In a moment it was 
Flag’s turn at bat. He was 
ready. He grasped the 
bat correctly. He watched 
the pitcher, and felt his 
muscles tense. 

Then he struck. 

He missed. 

“Hey, can’t you pitch?” 
he shouted. “What's the 
matter with you? You 
didn’t even get it near 
the plate!” 

Everyone looked at 
him in surprise. They all 
knew the pitch had been 
good. Flag had nothing 
to complain about. 
“What's the matter with 


“Well, I don’t see how 
you expect me to play 
when you pitch like that,” 
Flag shouted back. 








FLAG’S SECRE’ 
@ 


_ so 





RET 
o 


_ oo 








By TOMMY TUCKER 


Now everyone was really surprised. They 
stared at Flag in shocked amazement. 

“Well, get back there and give me some 
decent pitching,” Flag yelled. 

Slowly the pitcher prepared to pitch. No 
one spoke. The afternoon was intensely 
quiet. Then the ball whipped out of the 
pitcher’s hand, straight toward home plate. 








Flag got up from third base, his face flushed and angry. “I’m not out,” 
he shouted. “I got here ’way before the ball, and | know | wasn’t out.” 


It would be very easy to hit, Flag thought. 

He swung. There was a resounding smack 
as the bat connected. The ball flew high 
in the air and the fielders ran backward 
trying to catch it. 

Flag skidded around first base, then 
started toward second. The ball bounced 
on the ground; a fielder caught it; he tossed 
to the third baseman, just before Flag slid 
into third base. 

“You're out!” Bob shouted. 

Slowly Flag got up. His face and arms 
were dusty from the fall he had taken. He 
turned toward them. 

“I am safe,” he said. 

“Hey, are you kidding?” Bob asked. “You 
were out and you know it! Now quit making 
a fuss—anyway, you shouldn’t care, your 
side is ahead of us.” 

“I was safe!” Flag called stubbornly. “I 
got here ‘way before he caught the ball.” 

“Look,” Bob said. “I don’t know what has 
gotten into you, Flag, but you know good 
and well you are not safe. You are out, so 
get off that base and quit arguing!” 











A Bible Text In Pictures 


By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


Each square is a word. For instance, the first square is “Who.” Under each square write the word 
you think it stands for. When you have finished, check your answer with Psalms 24:3, 4. This kind of 


puzzle is called a rebus. 
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“I was safe!” Flag shouted back, his voice 
loud and angry. 

“You were not!” Now Bob was angry. 
“Get off of the base! We've had enough of 
you!” Bob paused and glanced around. 
“What do you say we quit for today? Then 
if Flag can straighten up we'll play tomorrow. 
Recess is practically over, anyway.” 

“Yeah, sure,” the boys answered, and 
started off the field, looking back at Flag, 
puzzled. 

“I was safe!” Flag shouted after them. “I 
tell you I was safe!” 

Suddenly Bob turned around and came 
back toward Flag. “Look, Flag, it’s just a 
game. Even Ruf here will tell you you 
weren't safe.” 
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Rufus was frowning. He ran a hand over 
his reddish hair. “You really weren’t, Flag. 
You were out.” 

Flag turned on him, eyes flashing, face 
flushed. “I was safe! Now be quiet, both of 
you!” 

Ruf only stared at Flag, then turned away. 
Bob remained a moment. Then he too left, 
and Flag looked after them both as they 
went. 

Then he smiled, and a soft chuckle escaped 
his lips. 

For the remainder of the day no one 
spoke to Flag, though undoubtedly he was 
spoken of enough. And when, at last, school 
was over, and they were headed home, Flag 

To page 17 
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DALMATIAN-— 


The Fire-Engine Dog 


By MYRON FULLER 


PECK was the mascot of Engine Com- 

pany 6 in a large Eastern city. He was 
an old dog and remembered the days of the 
horse-drawn engines; but now Engine 6 
was fully motorized, and Speck had rec- 
onciled himself to the change. Whenever 
an alarm sounded, he was the first aboard 
the shining pumper followed closely by his 
beloved master, Captain Mike. 

One day as Captain Mike sat at his desk, 
a call was registered on the control board. 
Speck looked up questioningly from where 
he lay at his master’s feet. “No, Speck, that 





4 
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Dalmatians are sometimes called plum-pudding dogs. 


box is not in our district,” said Captain 
Mike. “But we might get called in. It's 
near the Murray Chemical Company on the 
east side.” 

In a few minutes the phone rang; and as 
Captain Mike answered, he heard the batal- 
lian chief call, “Engine Company 6 stand by 
to answer the fourth alarm i 

When they reached the fire, Captain Mike 
was told that three of the workmen were 
trapped on the third floor of the burning 
building. Immediately he ordered the new 
ladder truck moved into position and the 
ladder run up to the window. Then swiftly 
he climbed to the rescue. 

Just as he entered the building, an ex- 
plosion on one of the upper floors rocked 
the structure and a large section of the wall 
fell, carrying away the ladder. The men on 
the ground could not see the window where 
Captain Mike was trapped, because of the 
clouds of smoke; so it was not possible to 
shoot a lifeline to him. What could they do? 
In a few moments the whole upper wall 
might collapse. 

Just then someone saw Speck straining 
at his leash, for Captain Mike had fastened 
him before going up the ladder. One of 
the firemen quickly tied a light rope to his 
harness. Giving him an encouraging pat, 
he commanded, “Go find Captain Mike.” 

Speck dashed into the burning building 
and up the stairs barking at the top of his 
voice. As he reached the second floor, he 
heard Captain Mike call and ran to him. 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Rosemarie Gessele, age 14. Box 235, Denhoff, 
North Dakota, U.S.A. Skating, piano, cooking. 

Dorothy Brennan, age 12. Buren Street, Ketchikan, 
Alaska. Stamps, shells, cooking. 

Anthony K. Asamoah, age 13. P.O. Box F, Asotwi 
via Ejisu-Ash; Gold Coast, British West Africa. Likes 
to exchange gifts. 

Deedee Thorp, age 12. La Concepcion, Chiriqui, 
Republic of Panama. Swimming. 

Janeane Halvorsen, age 13. R.R. 3, Dowagiac, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Cooking, reading, riding horses, 
sewing, piano, milking cows. 

Sharon Halvorsen, age 10. R.R. 3, Dowagiac, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, reading, outdoor games. 

Linda Franklin, age 11. 520 N. Lincoln Street, 
Stockton, California, U.S.A. Ice skating, roller skat- 
ing, biking, swimming, camping, hiking, tennis, ping 
pong. 

Sharon Holmes, age 14. 629 North E Street, Mon- 
mouth, Illinois, U.S.A. Reading, writing letters, sew- 
ing, cooking, baby sitting, collecting photographs. 

Glenda Gladden, age 15. 2070 S. Newburg Road, 
Fortuna, California, U.S.A. Would especially like to 
write to Juniors in Louisiana. 

Margaret Lam, age 14. A.E.A.H. School, Rabaul, 
New Britain. Stamps, photography, swimming, read- 
ing, autographs. 

Dorothy Chung, age 16. Town Road, Old Harbour 
P.O., Jamaica, B.W.1. Reading, cooking, stamps. 

Willard Blackburn, age 15. Blythedale Church 
School, Perryville, Maryland, U.S.A. Horses, skating. 

Lois Bullock, age 15. Blythedale Church School, 
Perryville, Maryland, U.S.A. Piano, stamps. 

Eugene Edwards, age 12. Route 4, Box 106, Ring- 
gold, Georgia, U.S.A. Stamps. 








Captain Mike removed the rope from 
Speck’s harness, and threw it out the win- 
dow. The firemen tied a strong lifeline to 
the end and he drew it up. Then the men 
slid down it to safety. As Captain Mike 
carried Speck back to the truck, a great 
cheer went up from the crowd for this 
canine hero. 

Speck was a Dalmatian, and that meant 
that his coat was pure white, sleek, glossy, 
and covered with round spots about the size 
of a silver quarter. 

Every good Dalmatian is a handsome dog, 
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with a long muzzle and broad head. His 
tail tapers with a slight upward curve. The 
spots on the ears, muzzle, and tail are 
smaller than on the body, and may be either 
jet black or brown. 

Where Dalmatians first lived is not 
known. It is not likely that they came from 
the little country of Dalmatia, for in 1253, 
a Dutchman went there and wrote a de- 
scription of all the dogs he saw. Surely if 
there had been any white dogs covered 
with black or brown spots, he would have 
mentioned it, for the Dalmatian is a dom 
that is hard to miss. But he didn’t say ¢ 
word about them. 


But why are Dalmatians called Dalmatians 
if they didn’t come from Dalmatia? 

Most authorities agree that the only rea- 
son is that this country has many rocks 
that have spots on them. Someone seeing 
this beautiful dog must have thought he 
looked like these spotted rocks of Dalmatia. 


There is some evidence that the Dalmatian 
really came from Italy. During the time 
when Oliver Cromwell ruled England, 1653 
to 1658, there was open hostility between 
Cromwell's government and the Church of 
Rome. Many posters and handbills were 
printed in which the members of that 
church were shown with a Dalmatian dog. 
Some persons believe that this is the reason 
why Dalmatians took a long time to become 
popular in England, for it was not until 
1896 that the “plum-pudding dog” was 
really accepted. As his popularity increased, 
he became known as a coach dog, for Dal- 
matians and fine horses seem to go to- 
gether like peaches and cream. 


In the United States he was readily ac- 
cepted as a mascot. In the days of horse- 
drawn fire engines, there were very few 
engine companies who did not have one of 
them. It must have been an inspiring sight 
to watch one of the engine companies re- 
spond to the fire alarm—the straining team 
of matched horses drawing the shining 
steam-powered pump engine, the hook-and- 
ladder wagon following fast, the firemen i 
their peaked helmets hanging on for dea) 
life, and the whole mad race being led by 
one of these spotted beauties. 

Many times these courageous dogs have 
performed acts of heroism at the scene of a 
fire. And the story of Speck is one of the 
tales that are told and retold whenever 
“smoke eaters” get together. 











He Won His Battles With Song 
From page 11 


“In the Name of Jesus of Nazareth, arise and 
believe, and thou shalt be healed of all thine 
infirmities.” 

He thought it was a friend talking, named 
Mrs. Musgrove, and he called downstairs for 
her. Someone answered that she wasn’t any- 
where around! 

He began to realize it must have been the 
voice of God that he had heard. He felt so 

uch better that he got up and studied his 
Bible. Peace and joy as well as health came 
to him that day. 

And from that time on, Charles Wesley 
really fought the old bully. 

His favorite weapon was hymns. What a 
tremendous stock of them he wrote—6,500! 
While John was preaching in the fields to 
as many as ten or twenty thousand people at a 
time, Charles was writing hymns and lead- 
ing the song services. 

The old enemy, Satan, fought back. The 
new believers were persecuted, their homes 
were broken into, their furniture smashed. 
But more and more people took up the weap- 
ons Charles wrote and used them in the 
battle against sin. Soon thousands of the 
people of England were proud to be called 
“Methodists,” and many besides them were 
singing Charles’s hymns, too. 

“Hark! the Herald Angels Sing” is one of 
the favorites. And so is “Christ the Lord Is 
Risen Today.” 

Interesting stories are told to explain how 
some of the hymns were written. One of 
the first was written to fit a popular tune. 
For one night when John and Charles tried 
to get their congregation to sing, hardly 
anyone joined in. But the next day Charles 
noticed some of these same people lustily 
singing a popular song. 

“If they like that tune,” thought Charles, 
“Tll write words to fit it.” 

That night he told the people what the 
new words were—and they learned them 
Ye Soon they were singing the hymn as 

lustily as they had been singing the popular 
song, except that the new words were help- 
ing them overcome sin and the devil. 

-Everyone likes “Jesus, Lover of My Soul.” 
There are three stories told to explain how 
it was written. All are different, and no one 
knows which is right! 

The first story is that a dove, being chased 


by a hawk crashed into Charles's bedroom 
and landed on his bosom; hence the words, 
“Let me to thy bosom fly,” in the second line 
of the hymn. 

The second story is that when Charles 
was returning from a trip to America there 
was a terrible storm. The waves were so high 
that some of the cargo was washed over- 
board, and water poured in. Two of the pas- 
sengers were terrified, and Charles tried to 
comfort them. In attempting to help them, 
he felt God helping him, too. This would 
explain why he made the third and fourth 
lines say “While the billows near me roll, 
while the tempest still is high.” 

The third story is that ten men were to be 
hanged at Tyburn Hill in London. Charles 
went to them repeatedly to help them accept 
Christ as their Saviour. At first they refused, 
but as he kept on coming back, they finally 
believed and opened their hearts to Jesus. 
Happy at last, they went to the gallows sing- 
ing a hymn Charles had written. Charles said 
afterwards, “That hour under the gallows 
was the most blessed of my life.” 

Charles didn’t have a fancy office in which 
to do his writing. Most of his hymns were 
composed on horseback or while riding in 
a stagecoach. One he composed on his death- 


He was dying at the age of eighty-one 
when he beckoned to his wife, Sarah, to bend 
close, and he whispered to her. As his lips 
struggled to form the words, she wrote down 
his final hymn. 

This month, March, 1956, John and 
Charles Wesley are being honored in all 
parts of the world where men and women 
believe in Christ. For there is scarcely a 
Christian anywhere who does not love and 
sing the songs of Charles Wesley who fought 
the devil valiantly with well-aimed hymns. 


Flag’s Secret 
From page 14 


was left alone. No one walked with him. 

Flag grabbed his books and started down 
the street. He couldn’t help but smile when 
he thought of the day’s activities. 

Then he heard footsteps behind him. He 
turned, surprised; yet not surprised. It was 
Rufus. 

“Hi,” Ruf said hesitatingly. 

“Hi,” Flag returned. 
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CHARLES CAREY 


Selle GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards will provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for very young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes interest in Bible 
facts. Some of the questions test the memory; 
— provoke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 
jours. 


PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could you 
locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names. 


PRICE, $1.00 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MTTPAL IN, 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 





























BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
afford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests one’s 
knowledge of Bible characters and one's agility © 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting | 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible pocenenies and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 


when played intelligently 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible 
PRICE, $1.00 


Order NOW from your BOOK & BIBLE HOUSE 
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Ruf started to smile, a little nervously. 
“Look, you didn’t have to do all that. I mean, 
I guess I’ve been pretty stupid and all.” Rufus 
paused, embarrassed. “Flag—do I really act 
as horrible as that?” 

Flag grinned. “No, no, | think I over- 
played my act a little.” 

Ruf walked along beside him for a long 
moment, in silence. Then he spoke: “I sure 
wish I could thank you, Flag. 1 mean, for 
what you did today. It was really swell of 


ou—” 
® Flag glanced up. “I probably made a lot 


of enemies!” 

Ruf laughed. 

Flag spoke after a moment. “I did this 
because I think I understand how it is. I 
mean, a person acts one way a lot and he 
doesn’t really know how it appears to others. 
You didn’t think you were really so bad, 
did you?” 

Ruf’s face flushed. “No, I, that is F 

“Well, by seeing me act this way, you 
realized how you looked to others.” Flag 
laughed. “I used to have the worst eating 
habits, and my grandmother used to get 
annoyed. Then she tried a trick that really 
cured me. She came to dinner one day with 
her hands dirty and her hair tossed. She 
made a lot of noise, played around with the 
food, and spilled it all over the tablecloth. 
Boy! I never forgot that!” 

Then they were both laughing. 

“Well,” Ruf said, before they parted at 
the corner. “Thanks again, Flag. And to- 
morrow, I'll tell them why you acted the way 
you did this afternoon, so they won't hate 
you. 

“No,” Flag said quickly. “No, let’s not 
tell them. Let’s just both act right from now 
on and use a little sportsmanship. But don’t 
say anything. This will just be a secret be- 
tween us. O.K.?” 

“Well, sure. But that’s awfully nice of 
you,” Ruf said. 

“T'll see you tomorrow,” called Flag. And 
with that they parted, both laughing as they 
Qe sein the astonished expressions on 





he students’ faces during the afternoon 
recess. 

No one ever knew exactly what had hap- 
pened. All they did know was that after 
Flag had acted strangely that one day, Rufus 
changed. 

They may have suspected what caused it, 
but no one ever told them. That was always 
Flag’s secret. 


When the Bandits Didn’t Fire 
From page 3 


carrying stories about bandits in those jun- 
gles! 

Looking up from where we were sitting 
in the train, we noticed a disturbing sign 
above the seats, “In case of shooting, lie 
flat on the floor.” What a way to start a 
peaceful vacation! I thought to myself, 
“Yes, if there is any shooting, I will really 
lie flat on the floor—awfully flat!” 

But the bandits didn’t shoot. All day I 
kept watching for them but didn’t see a 
one. “Yes, it’s safe all right. Just as the 
ticket agent said. Why was I afraid earlier in 
the day?” (And, of course, being a very 
brave man, I didn’t want Kathy to know 
her daddy was afraid inside.) 

We knew that several hundred feet in 
front of our train was a pilot train. This 
was made up of an engine and two freight 
cars filled with gravel. It kept ahead of us 
all the time to test the tracks. 

Somehow the day passed and also the 
night—part of it, that is. British soldiers 
stood guard at the doors of the cars—‘“just 
routine guard,” they said. I awakened, and 
to pass the time went down and visited 
them awhile. 

All of a sudden our engineer threw on 
the brakes and the train came to a shud- 
dering stop. The soldiers quickly aimed their 
guns toward the jungle, waiting for ban- 
dits to fire. 

Soon word came through that our pilot 
car had been wrecked by the bandits. 

As the pilot car went off the tracks its 
engineer, Mr. Fernando, shot a red rocket 
flare into the air. Our engineer saw this 
and threw on the brakes as he came speed- 
ing around the corner, stopping our train 
just 110 feet from the wrecked engine. 

Quickly lights were put out and every- 
one waited for the bandits to start shoot- 
ing. The wait seemed like hours. Finally 
our train began backing out of the danger 
area and returned to the nearest town. 
There we spent the night. 

Next morning, back to the wreck our 
train went. We transferred to a train on 
the other side of the wreckage and went 
on our way once more. 

When we reached our last stop, I no- 
ticed there was no railway station. “Oh,” 
they said, “the bandits burned that some 
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time. ago.” We waited awhile till a bus came 
to take us to the nearest town. (Five weeks 
later bandits attacked here again, destroyed 
the bus, and killed several people. ) 

And now for the last lap of our journey 
up into the mountains. “Is it safe? Can this 
bus get through safely? Are there bandits 
along this road?” we questioned. 

“Perfectly safe. No one is molested at all. 





No buses are bothered. Nothing to worry 
about,” the driver said. 

On up the mountain we went that beau- 
tiful Friday morning. It was too beautiful 
for bandits to want to hurt anybody. We 
did not realize that we were passing within 
forty feet of thirty-eight bandits hiding 
with guns and grenades. But they didn’t 
shoot. 











Bible Biogram 


By GRACE V. WATKINS 


. Place where ark rested after 
the Flood. (Gen. 8:4.) 





BI cred ice 2. City where Paul was born. 
(Acts 9:11.) 

3 =~ So. TU a ON sian... a 
(Song of Sol. 2:1.) 

"neem AR ..... 4. The of Leb 
(Isa. 14:8.) 

5 wu AR 5. One of Job’s three friends. 
(Job 2:11.) 


The Sabbath "M" Game 
By GOLDIE CAVINESS 


All the answers begin with M. 

1. The oldest man. (Gen. 5:27.) 

2. The wooded field containing Abraham’s burial 
cave. (Gen. 23:19.) 

3. Peter cut off his right ear. (John 18:10.) 

4. What Israel ate for forty years. (Ex. 16:14, 
15.) 

5. Jonathan’s son whose nurse dropped him. (2 
Sam. 4:4.) 

6. A worried cook and housekeeper. (Luke 10:4.) 

7. A choir leader. (Ex. 15:20.) 

8. The smallest piece of money in Palestine. (Mark 
12:42.) 

9. Jesus’ first crib. (Luke 2:12.) 

10. What Elijah left for Elisha. (2 Kings 2:13.) 

11. A merry heart is as good as . (Prov. 
17:22.) 

12. What Jael gave Sisera when he asked a drink 
of water. (Judges 5:25.) 


ANSWERS 
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A Bible-Step Quiz 


By VIRGINIA B. WEDDLE 


Start with step 1, and with the aid of the defini- 
tions, climb down the steps. 


1. Mother of all living. (Gen. 3:20.) 



































2. Volume (abbreviation). 
3. Son of Jeroham. (1 Chron. 8:27.) 
4. Good king of Israel. (1 Kings 15:8-11.) 
5. Mother of Ishmael. (Gen. 16:15.) 
6. Son of Jether. (1 Chron. 7:38.) 
7. Male sheep. (Gen. 22:13.) 
| 2 3 
2 
KI a 5 
4 
5 6 7 
6 
7 

















Tangled Tracks 


Don’t read this till you have done some detective 
work on the back page. Here are the answers: 1, F. 
The deer has a neat, pointed track. Dew claws ar 
held high. 2, H. Caribou have widespreading feet! 
with rounded toes. 3, J. The snowshoe hare’s large 
hind feet land in front of the forefeet. 4, E. The 
peccary has only one dew claw on the hind foot. 
5, |. Black bears walk on the heel of the hind foot 
as humans do. 6, A. The tracks of a gray fox are 
oblong and almost in a straight row. 7, G. Lynx has 
large round tracks. 8, B. Toes of the gray squirrel’s 
hind feet turn out. 9, C. The muskrat’s flat tail leaves 
a prominent track. 10, D. A weasel jumps by bending 
its body, leaves ditto tracks. 





, 
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However, the next day, as the high com- 
missioner drove up the mountains, the ban- 
dits sprang out from the rocks and killed 
him, the highest British official in Malaya. 

Every day during the rest of our vaca- 
tion we watched the bombers fly out over 
the jungle and drop loads of bombs. What 
a strange setting in which to try to relax! 

Each night as we lay down to rest, try- 
ing to forget the bandits, I would think: 

“I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge 


trust. . . . He shall cover thee with his 
feathers, and under his wings shalt thou 
trust... . Thou shalt not be afraid for the 
terror by night; nor for the arrow that 
flieth by day. ... A thousand shall fall at 
thy side, and ten thousand at thy right 
hand; but it shall not come nigh thee... . 
For he shall give his angels charge over 
thee, to keep thee in all thy ways” (Ps. 91: 
2-11). 


@:: my fortress: my God; in him will I 





Marian’s Search 
From page 8 


She was laid off from her job in January. 
Fortunately, she had saved some money so 
she was not too upset. She believed the 
Lord would soon open a new way for her. 
Finally she found a part-time job. The Lord 
never let her down. Friends at the church 
graciously invited her for meals, which 
helped, and in many other ways God met 
her every need. 

Offers for high-paying jobs came, but 
they would not permit her to have Sabbaths 
off, so she declined them all. Then, finally, 
a good job did come with Sabbaths off, and 
Marian, now stronger in faith, found it 
easier to share her belief with her fellow 
workers. 

There was much excitement when the 
Pan American Youth Congress was an- 
nounced for June, 1953. San Francisco 
seemed a long way off. Marian had never 


e_ 


been so far from home before. The chance 
that she might go seemed small, indeed, 
but to her surprise, her name was voted as 
one to be sent there with expenses paid. 

“Why, I can hardly believe it!” she ex- 
claimed to her Sabbath school teacher. 

“We felt you would be able to profit 
much and be the very one to come back 
with a good report and inspire us all.” 

The congress was a great thrill to her, 
and returning home it seemed she could 
not do enough for the Lord. “How I wish 
I could be in full-time service somewhere,” 
she commented to her minister. 

She was Sabbath school secretary and ac- 
tive in many other ways. 

“But, Pastor, isn’t there something more 
I can do?” she asked. 

“Well, they are always asking for help in 
our sanitariums. I can give you an address 
and perhaps you could write for an applica- 
tion. 

“Oh, that sounds wonderful! I'll do it,” 
the girl exclaimed. 

So it was that Marian packed her cases 
again and was off for further adventure, 
serving the Lord as an aid in one of our 
hospitals. 

“I’m not a nurse, or in training, but just 
an aid now in surgery,” she wrote back to a 
friend. “How I enjoy it! And I’m finding so 
many ways to tell others about Jesus. 

“I'm giving a few Bible studies. I haven’t 
seen any results yet—it may take years to 
let the seed grow as it did with me—but I 
won't give up hope. I do wish our dear 
people in other churches could see this way. 

“How I thank God,” her letter finished, 
“for the way He has led me. And I thank 
Him for the Voice of Prophecy. May my 
story help someone else to find the fold 
where Christ is the dear Shepherd.” 

(The end) 
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I—The Living Water From the Rock 











‘DAY STUDY OF THE 
SCHOOL LESSON 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(APRIL 7) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXT: John 4:7-15. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Therefore with 
joy shall ye draw water out of the wells of 
salvation” (Isaiah 12:3). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


In an emergency we can do without sleep or 
rest; we can even go many days without food to 
eat; but the human body can go only a few hours 
without water, as we soon see when we go on a 
long hike without a water supply. Our bodies are 
largely composed of water, and they soon make 
their need felt by making us feel thirsty, so that 
we demand water. And how good water is to us 
when we are really thirsty. It satisfies. God uses 
this great need of ours to show how much we 
stand in need of the spiritual things of peace, joy, 
and forgiveness of sins. Christ is the only source 
of this water of life, and Isaiah has much to 
prophesy of how Christ meets the needs of those 
who are thirsty for the real and satisfying things 
only He can give. 


SUNDAY 


Water in the Desert 


1. Find Isaiah 48:21. 


Writing of God’s care for His children, of what 
miracle did Isaiah remind Israel? 


2. Find Exodus 17:1-6. 


Recall the story of the time when God pro- 
duced drinking water from a rock. 


NorTe.—‘“From the smitten rock in Horeb 
first flowed the living stream that refreshed 
Israel in the desert. During all their wanderings, 
wherever the need existed, they were supplied 
with water by a miracle of God’s mercy. The 
water did not, however, continue to flow from 
Horeb. Wherever in their journeyings they 
wanted water, there from the clefts of the rock 
it gushed out beside their encampment. 

“It was Christ, by the power of His word, 
that caused the refreshing stream to flow for 
Israel.” —Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 411. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 297, par. 3; p. 298, pars. 1, 2 
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MONDAY 


Christ, the Smitten Rock 
3. Find 1 Corinthians 10:4. 
Whom did the smitten rock represent? 
4. Find Isaiah 53:4, 5. 
In what sense was Christ the “Smitten Rock”? 


NOTE.—"The smitten rock was a figure of 
Christ, and through this symbol the most pre- 
cious spiritual truths are taught. As the life- 
giving waters flowed from the smitten rock, so 
from Christ, ‘smitten of God,’ ‘wounded for our 
transgressions, ‘bruised for our iniquities,’ the 
stream of salvation flows for a lost race. As the 
rock had been once smitten, so Christ was to be 
‘once offered to bear the sins of many.’ "—Pa- 
triarchs and Prophets, p. 411. 


For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 14. 
TUESDAY 


The Feast of Tabernacles 


5. Find Deuteronomy 31:10-13. 


What feast celebrated the passage of Israel 
through the wilderness? 


6. Find Isaiah 12:1-3. 
What song was sung on that occasion? 


NOTE.—"The refreshing water, welling up 
in a parched and barren land, causing the desert 
place to blossom, and flowing out to give life 
to the perishing, is an emblem of the divine 
grace which Christ alone can bestow, and which 
is as the living water, purifying, refreshing, and 
invigorating the soul. He in whom Christ is 
abiding has within him a never-failing ie ao 
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of grace and strength. Jesus cheers the life an 


brightens the path of all who truly seek Him! a 
His love, received into the heart, will spring up i 
in good works unto eternal life.’—Patriarchs i 
and Prophets, p. 412. 

7. Find Isaiah 44:3. 

What promise of abundant water supply did : 
God give through Isaiah? : 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, * 
p. 312, par. 1. i 














WEDNESDAY 


Christ Offers Living Water 


8. Find Isaiah 55:1. 


What invitation to drink of the waters of 
salvation does the prophet give? 


9. Find John 7:37, 38. 

One time when Jesus was at Jerusalem on the 
occasion of the feast of the tabernacles, how did 
He repeat the invitation given through Isaiah? 

10. Find John 4:9, 10, 13-15. 


What did Jesus say of the one who drinks of 
the water of life? 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
453, pars. 3, 4; p. 454, par. 1. 
THURSDAY 
The Never-failing Supply 


11. Find Isaiah 41:17, 18. 


In the difficult times just before Christ’s 
Second Advent, when food and water will be 
scarce, how will God take care of the needs of 
His faithful children? 


12. Find Revelation 22:1. 

What will be one of the most noticeable 
features of the New Jerusalem? 

13. Read verse 17. 


What is the last invitation given in the scrip- 
tures, and to whom is it given? 


Jesus will supply our needs the same as He supplied 
the water to the children of Israel in the desert. 








































































































NOTE.—"“The Spirit of God is pleading with 
them to seek for those things that alone can 
give peace and rest,—the grace of Christ, the joy 
of holiness. Through influences seen and un- 
seen, our Saviour is constantly at work to attract 
the minds of men from the unsatisfying pleasures 
of sin to the infinite blessings that may be 
theirs in Him. To all these souls, who are vainly 
seeking to drink from the broken cisterns of this 
world, the divine message is addressed, ‘Let him 
that is athirst come. And whosoever will, let 
him take the water of life freely.’”—Steps to 
Christ, p. 32. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 592. 
FRIDAY 


FILL IN LETTERS in these squares as indi- 
cated: 





















































1. In square 11 place the first letter of the 
place from which Isaiah said the children of 
Israel obtained water in the desert. (Isa. 48:21.) 

2. In square 10 write the second letter of the 
place in the wilderness where the children of 
Israel encamped, and complained because there 
was no water. (Ex. 17:1.) 

3. In square 9 write the last letter of the 
name of the one the smitten rock represented. 
(1 Cor. 10:4.) 

4. In square 8 write the third letter of the 
word that shows what the smiting of the spiritual 
rock has done for the human family’s wounds. 
(Isa. 53:5.) 

5. In square 5 write the sixth letter of the 
name of the feast which commemorated God's 
provision for Israel in their wilderness wander- 
ings. (Deut. 31:10.) 

6. In square 7 write the first letter of the 
word of what Israel sang about, from which they 
drew the waters of salvation. (Isa. 12:3.) 

7. In square 6 write the first letter of the 
word that tells the thirsty place on which God 
has promised to pour water. (Isa. 44:3.) 

8. In square 4 write the third letter of the 
word of the thing we shall never do again if 
we take the water Jesus offers us. (John 4:14.) 

9. In square 3 write the second letter of the 
word that describes the kind of life those who 
drink of this water will have. (John 4:14.) 

10. In square 2 write the second letter of the 
body of water John saw in his vision of the New 
Jerusalem. (Rev. 22:1.) 

11. In square 1 write the fifth letter of the 
word that describes how liberally Jesus will give 
us the water of life. (Rev. 22:17.) 

(If all these letters are correct, you will have 
what Jesus promises to all.) 
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TANGLED TRACKS, By Harry Baerg 


You'll have to be a good detective to prove who made each of these tracks. But with half the per- 
sistence of the FBI or Scotland Yard, you ought to be able to link the animal with the footprints it 
made. Just examine the feet and see which tracks best fit their shapes. Answers on page 20. 
1. Deer, ¢ 2. Caribou, .......; 3. Snowshoe hare, ........; 4. Peccary, .....; 5. Black bear, ..... 
6. Gray fox, ......... ; 7. Lynx, ...........3 8. Gray squirrel, ; 9. Muskrat, ; 10. Weasel, 
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